EXTREMES MEET

" Not here ? " Queenie echoed in dismay. " But I
am being told that he is surely here."

" He left hardly five minutes ago."

" But it is so necessary that I must see him. Where
will he be now ? "

" I'm sure I couldn't tell you, Miss," said Scrutton in a
discouraging tone. " He might be anywhere."

" Oh dear, what must I do ? " she lamented.

The new under-porter with a muttered excuse slipped
in from outside past Queenie, and moved across to the
cloakroom with a slight limp.

"Pm sorry, Miss j I'm afraid I can't help you," said
Scrutton firmly 5 and he would have closed the door
against her if Arthur had not interposed.

" 111 speak to this lady, Scrutton."

" Very good, sir,"

The head porter's black eyebrows were arched as he
held wide the door for this creature with the big plumed
hat and frock of champagne crepe-de~ Chine and painted
face to enter the austere hall of the Legation.

But the Third Secretary took the unsuitable visitor
down the steps and closed the front door behind him.

" Tut, tut, there's an artful young bounder for you,"
Scrutton muttered to himself. If he could have heard the
American Minister holding forth upstairs on the superiority
of transatlantic home-life he might have endorsed his
observations.

" Why do you want Waterlow ? " Arthur demanded.
" And what is that car for ? "

To Arthur's jealous eye Queenie in this blazing moon-
light appeared made up with unnatural excess.

" Why do you want Waterlow ? " he repeated harshly.
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